




S3 The Tragedy ^Othello 

Some bloody paflion (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace,and be ftill. 

Dejfi I will Co, what’s the matter ? 

/ Otb. That handkerehiefe which I fo lou'd, and gaue thee, 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

Def. No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Otb. Sweet foule take hced,take heed of periury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. ; - 
Otb. YeSjprefently : 

Therefore confefle thee freely of thy Gone, 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue ,nor choake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane witball : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy 90 me. 

Otb. I fay amen. .„•> 

Dtf. And haue you mercy too : 

I neuer did offend you iti my life, — neuer lou’d Cafsio, 

But with fiich generall warranty ofheauen. 

As I might loue 5 1 neuer gaue him token. 

Otb. By heauen I faw my handkerehiefe in his hand t 

0 periur’d woman, thou doft Gone myheart, 

And makft me call,what I intend todoe, 

A murder,which I thought a facrifice ,5 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him,fend for him hither, 

Let him confefle a truth. 

Otb. Hejias confeft. 

What,tpy Lord ? 

That he hath — vfde thee.' 

How,vnlawfully ? ■ : 

J. 

He will not fay Co. 


Def. 

Otb. 

Def. 

Otb. 

Def. 

Oth. No, his mouth is flop’ d, 


Honed 


the Moore of Venice. 


Honeft j*g 6 hathtanc order for’t. 

Def My feare interprets then,— whatishedead? 

Oth. had all his haires bin liues. 

My great rcuengc had flomacke forem all. 

. Def. Ahsheisbetraid,and I vndone, 

‘ Oth O ftrumpet, — weeptft theu for him to my face ? 

Def O bannifliroemy Lord.butkillmenot. 

Otb Downe ftrumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay, an you ftriue. 

Def Euthalfeanhoure. 

Oth. Being don,thcre is no paufe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. he jiffies her, 

Oth. Tistolate. . Emillia cAles'bithtn. 

£m. My Lord, my Lord,what hoe, my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth. W hat voy ce is-this? not dead? not yet quite dead/ - 
I that am cruell,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue thee linger in rhy.painei—fo,fo. 

Em. Wbatho,my Lord.my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I'de fpeake a word with you, 

Oth. Y ts,tis Emtllut, by and by : (hec^ dead: 

Ti< like (he comes to fpeake of Ceffsies death ; 

The noy fe was hcere ; ha, no more mouing, 

Stillas the graue : (hall (he come in ? wet’e good ? 

I thinke (he ltirres againe $ no, what’s the beft ? 

Iffhecotrx in,(he’le lure fpeake to.my wife. 

My wife, my wife, what wife ? I ha no wife t 
0 iofupportable ; O heaoy houre. ; r, ; 

Me thinks it (hould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone, and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at air*, ration. ’ • 

Em. 1 do befeech you I may fpeake with you,— O good my Lord. 
Oth. 1 had forgotten thee s come in Emtllutt 
Soit,by and by let me the curtaines draw. , Enter Emillia, 
Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now? 

Em. o my good Lord,y onder’a foule murders done. 

Oth. What? now? ; ■ 
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